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InduQriOUsSoutdierfliip. 

Scy. The time approaches, 
That will with due deeifion make vs know 
What we {hall fay wc haue>and what wc owe : 
Thoughts fpeculatiue, their vnfure hopes r elate 
But certaine ifibe, ftroakes muft arbitrate, 
Towards which,aduarice the warre. Exeunt 


Scena Qulnta* 


Enter Macbeth ^Sey ton 7 & Seedier* ^ with, 
DrftmandCoJoftrs, 

tMacb. Hangout our Banners on the out ward walls, 
The Cry is ftill, they come : our Caftlcs ftrcngrh 
Will laugh a Siedge to fcorne : Heeje let them lye, 
Till Famine and the Ague cate them vp : 
Were they not fore'd with thofethat jfihould be ours, 
We might haue met them darefull, beard to beard, 
And beate them backward home, What is that noyfe? 

A Cry within of Women* 

Sey* It is the cry of women, my good Lord, 

Mack I haue almoft forgot the tafte of Feares : 
The time ha's becne, my fences would haue cooled 
To heare a Night4hrieke, and my Fell of hairc 
Would at a dtfmall Treaiile row^e^ and ftifre 
As life were in a t, I haun fupt full with horrors, 
DirendTe faniiiiatto my flaugbterous thoughts 
Cannot once ft art, me. Wherefore was rhac cry ? 

Sey- The Qnerne ( my Lord) is dead* 

Mack ShelhouldhaLiedy'deheereaftcr; 
There would haue beene a time for fuch a word : 
To morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow, 
Crecpes in this petty pace from day to day, 
To the laft Syllable of Recorded time : 
And all oar ycftadayes^auclighted Foolcj 
The way rodufty drath. Oat, out, breefe Candle, 
Lifers bur a walking Shadowy poore Player, 
That ftruts and frets his houre vpon the Stage, 
And then is heard no more, It is a Tale 
Told by an Ideot, full of found and fury 
Signifying nothing* Enter a UWejfenger. 

Thou com'ft tovfethy Tongue : thy Story quickly , 

Mef. Gracious ft y Lor J, 
I fhouid report that which I fay I faw, 
But know not how to doo't, 

Mach. Well, fay fir i 
il Mcf As J did ftand my watch vpon the Hill 
I looked toward Byrnane, and ancn me thought 
The Wood began tomoue. 

Mack Lyar,andSlaue. 

Mtfi Let mc endure your wrath, IPt be not fo : 
Within this" three Mi if may you Ice it coirfming, 
I fay, amcuingGroue. 

TrUcb. Ifihoufpeak'ftfblfc, 
Vpon the next Tree Hull thou'hang alius 
Till famine cling thee ; If thy fpecch befooth, 
I care not if thou do ft for me as much, 
I pullinKefolucionj and begin 
To doubt th'E qui li^caf iorV'©£the Fiend, 
That Iks like truth. Fcare not,iili Byrnane Wood 
Do come toDunfinane^and now a Wood 


Comes toward Dunfinanc. Arme]An«7^P^ 
If this which heauouches, do's appear*, ° Uc > 
There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here 
I *gi ntl c to be a-wcary of the Sun, * 
And wifh th'eftate o^ch world were now vnr! 
Ring the Alarum Bell, blow Winde, come JT'i 
At leaft wed dye with Harnefle on our back? 1 

Scena Sexta. 


Dmmme and C4mrs m 
Enur Malcolme, Seyward, Mmdnfe^nd their * 
mth-Bsugbcs, 

Md* Now neere enough : 
Your leauy Skreenes throw downe, 
And {hew like thofe you are ; You (worthy Vt&\\ 
Shall with my Cofin your right Noble Sonne * 
Lcade our fir ft Battel!, Worthy Macduff and w 
Shall take vpon's what elfe remainesto do] W 
According to our order. 

Sej. Fare you well: 
Do we but finde the Tyrants power ta ni^hr 
Letvs be bcaten,ifwccannot fight, * * 

mcl Make all our Trumpets f P eak,giu c the all W at l 
Thofc clamorous Harbingers of Bloody Death, £* f J 

Alarums eontmad. 


Scena Septima. 


Enter MMbuth. 
Mack They haue tied me to a ftake, I cannot five, 
But Beare-like 1 muft fight the courfe. What's he 
That was not borne of Woman? Such a one 
Am I to feare, or none. 

Enter yomg Seywardt 

T.Sef* What is thy name? 

Mack Thoulc be affiraid to heart it. 

r. Sty* No : though thou eaUll thy felfe a hoter mm 
Then any is \n hell 

Mack My name's tJMdcbe^h. 

r.Sy.The diuell himfelfc could not pronounce a Title, 
More hatefull to mine carc< 

Mack No : nor more fearefulj, 

YtSey. Thou lyctt abhorred Tyrant, with my Sword 
He proue die lye thou fpeafc ft. 

Fight \miymng SeymrdJIme> 

Mack Thou wag't borne of womani 
But Swords I fmile at. Weapons laugh to fcorne, 
BrandilVd by man that's of a Worn an tome. &it t 
Alarums* Enter Mtednfft* 

Mttcd* That way the noile is ; Tyrant {hew thy face, 
If thou beeft"flaine, and with no ftroakeof mine, 
My Wife and ChildrensGhofh will haunt mcftill : 
I cannot ftrike at wretched Kernes, whofe armea 
Are hyr'd to beare their Sea tics; either thou Macklh 
Or clfc my Sword with an v shattered edge 
I fheath againe vndeeded. There thou fliould'il be, 
By this great clatter^ one ofgreateft note 

Seeroe* 


TheTmgediecf -^Macbeth. 


TT^s bruited. Lecmcfuidc him Fortune, 
Jidniorclbcggenot. Exit. 

Enter i^takolme and Seyward, 


At&YHmt* 


$ € j t This way my Lord, the Caftles gently rendred : 
The Tyrants peopIe,on both (ides do fight, 
The Noble Thanes do braucly in the Warre, 
^ c day almoft it felfe profefTes yours, * 
iiid little is to do, 

jtf A lc. We haue met with Foes 
T^at ftrike befutevs. 

Enter Sir,theC.aftlc. Exeunt: Atdmm 
Enter M&cheih , 
M*ck Why fiiould I play the Roman Foolej and dye 
Q PIt) ine ownc iword ? whiles 1 fee liucs^he gafhes 
OobcEtervpon th?m. 

Enter TiUcdmjfe* 
liatd* Turne Kell-hound, turne* 

Of all men elfe 1 haueauoyded thee : 
ggtget thee backe f my foule is too much charged 
With blood of ihine already. 
pitied* I haue no words, 
voice is in my Sword, thou bloodier V jib inc ' 
jh«n tear mcs can giuc thee out, tight: Alarum 

M&k Thou loofeft 3aboui\ 
Aseafie may'ft rhoti the intrenchant Ayre 
With thy kcene Sword imprefTe,asms.ke me bleed : 
Let fasl thy blade on vulnerable Crefb, 
Ibeare a charmed Life, whkhniuft not yceld 
To one of woman borne, 

Macd. Difpairethy Charme, 
And kttheAngcll whom thon ftillhaft feru'd 
Tell thee, Macdujfe was from his Mothers womb 
Vn timely ript. 

Mack Accurfedbe that tongue that tcls mce fo ; 
For it hath Co w'd my better part of man : 
Aid be thefe lit gling Fiends no more bdeeu'd. 
That palter with in a double fence, 
That kecpe the word ofpromife to our eare, 
And breake it to our hope, lie not fight with thee* 

Maed. Then yeeld thee Coward, 
Audliuctobe the fliew, and gaxeo'ch'time, 
Weefl haue thce^s our rarer Slonfters are 
Painted vpon a pole^and ^nder-writ, 
Hcere may you fee the Tyrant. 

M*ck I wil! not yceld 
Tokifle rhe ground before young Mdcdmet feet, 
And to be baited with the Rabbles eurfe- 
Though Byrnanc wood be come to Dunfinane, 
And thou opposed, being of no woman borne,. 
Yet I will try the lafL Before my body, 
1 throw my watlike Shield : Lay on Macdtfffe, 
And damn'd be him, that firft cries hotd^enough, 

Sxemt fightfcg. - Akrums* 


Enter Fightings and Macbeth fiawe. 

Retreated Flot*r$fo t Enter with &mmmc and Col ours, 
MalcolmtSeyrpard^Reffe {Thanetjfr Soldier*. 

Mai, X would the Friends we miffe, were fafe arriu'd' 

Sej M Some muft gooflf: and yet by thefel fee, 
So great a day as this is cheaply bought, 

MaL MacAttffeis mifitngjandyourNobleSonne. 

Rojfe.^iom fon my Lord,ha's paid a iouldiers deb", • 
He onely liu J d but till he was a man, 
The which no fooner had hrs Prowefte confirna'd 
In thevnlhrinking ftation where he fought, 
But like a man he dy'de. 

Sey. Then he is dead? 

Rojfe.l.and bfoughr off the field : your caufe of forrow 
Muft not be meaiur 4 d by his worth, for thea 
It hath no end» 
' Sey. Had he his hurts before ^ 

T^offe* I, on t he Front. 

Sty . Why then, Gods So! diet be he : 
Had I as many Sonnes, as I haue haires, 
I would not wifii rhem to a birer death? 
And fo-his Knell uknoirdp 

MxL Hee J s worth more forro w* 
And thatllcfpend for him. 

Sey. He's worth no more, 
They lay he parted well^andpaid hisfcore, 
And fo God be with him. Here comes newer comfort* 
Enter Macduffi*mth Machethshe&d* 

Macd* Haile King, for to thou art. 
Behold where Hands 

Th' Vfurpers cm-fed head ; the time is free : 
1 fee thee compsft with thy TCingdomes Pcarle 3 
Thacfpeake my falutationin their minds : 
Whofe voyces l defirealowd with mine, 
Haile King of Scotland, 

AIL Haile King of Scotland* Flonrifh* 
MM* We fbalt not fpend alargeexpence oftinic^ 
Before we reckon with your feuerai! loues, 
And make vs euen with you. My Thanes and Kinfinen 
Henceforth be EarleSj thefiift that cuer Scotland 
in ftich an Honor nam'd i What's more todo > 
Which would be planted newly with the time, 
As calling home our cxil'd Friends abroad, 
That fled the Snares of watchfuil Tyranny, 
Producing forth the cruell Minifters 
Of this dead Butcher^and hUFiend-likeQueene; 
Who(a» 'tis thought) by felfe and violent hands, 
Tooke off her life, T his 3 and what necdfuJI elfc 
Thai call** vpon vs, by the Grace of Grace, 
We will performe in meafLire^timejand place ; 
S o thank es; to all at once, and to each one, 
Whom we muite, to fee vs Crown'd ac Scone* 

F/oimjh* Exeunt Ommh 


FINIS. 
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